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To the Right Honourable 


0 SE PH ADDISON Eſq; 


O Thee once more, by duteous Raptures preſt, 
O Apnv150x ! the tuneful Siſters haſte; 
Ice more the Lyres are tun'd, fo lately ſtrung, 
den w/ ARWICK's N uptials, and thy Joys were ſung. 
Thouſand Bards attempt melodious Airs, 

nd all Parnaſſus to Thy Roof repairs. 

| B Hard 


[2] 


Hard Fate of Merit, which the more it climbs; 


Th 


Lies more expos*d to Malice, and to Rhymes T7 
a 


Why muſt the Man, whom Worth has juſtly rais'd 7” 


Not live One Week un-envy'd, or un-prais'd ? 


Ind 

— | "Wo Vit 

Nor ſhalt Thou yet deny thy gentler Ear, 3 
Tho? bufy'd in the Stateſmar's giddy Sphere: 

| On Poetry, as once, vouchſafe to ſhine, r 

And frailing ſee Thy Ancient Friends, the Nine ? by 

; Het 

In vaing alas! the Vocal Siſters wait, 0 

Crowding the Levees of the Vulgar Great: No 


| In vain to ſome unletter'd Lord they bend, 
Whom whilſt their Hearts deſpiſe, their Tongue 


[commend 


A poor neglected Muſe whole Years may ply, | 


And ſcarce meet once th? embroider d Coxcomby 
by 


7 i}; 
o 


[3] 


mbs, 


Ibor (Who with Judgment from Thy Vouth endu'd, 


Wit all the Tracks of mighty Souls perſu'd, 
* Rome and Athens the fair Patterns known, 

ind made Thy CaTo's glorious Rules Thy own ;) 
yith Glory ſhalt confeſs the ſacred Flame, 


Nor turn diſdainful at a Poet's Name. 


Hence ev*ry Honeſt Heart with Joy o'erflows, 
And Rage Divine, in ev'ry Boſom glows : 
fence Tuneful Crowds, whoſe Theme is Thy Re- 
fill ev*ry Quarter of this Rhyming Town, 1 
For Thee at Home the zealous Songſters pore, 
Shun Clubs of Port; and turn their Claſſicks o'er ; 
end Profuſe of Incenſe, Reams of Paper waſte, 
Thy Soul miſtaking, as they do Thy Tafte : 
Eye Sudden they quit their Labours for the Stage, : 
Heroes and Kings of ſome Romantic Age ; 
TY _ 


[4] 
Leave BRUNSWICK's Virtues an unfiniſh'd Work, E 


And Eucexe's Conqueſts o'er the diſtant Turk. MF At 


But ſuch dull Paraſites ſhall toil in vain, Or 


Born todiſguſt, and doom'd to give Thee Pain; I 
Thou ſcorn'ſt the Homage which the Scribler pays, 1A. 
And redden'ſt into Flame at juſteſt Praiſe. 


Too rigid Virtue ! — (fearful to offend) II 
How ſhall my Muſe Thy high· rais d Worth com. Fi 
On ſuch loath'd Topicks how preſume to Py M 
(Topicks, which ſoon would to a Volume ſwell!) 
The Muſe, alas! Thy Bluſhes tries to ſpare; 


| But fil] grows Fulſome ſpite of all her Care. In 


AeOLLo cries, Since Rhyming is thy Trade, Ar 


Fool, for ſome Coxcomb let the Snare be laid; I 


br: S N 
Extol 


F'S7 


Fork, I Extol his Wiſdom, or his V alour prize, 


lach great Atchievement ſtudious to proclaim, 


Extol 


Þ 4nd tracing all his mighty Steps to Fame; 

Before my Eyes Thy Model till I ſet, 

Nor can Thy Wars and MaxLzoroOuGH's forget. 
Thy 


And place his Godlike Perſon in the Skies. 

perive him if thou wilt from Trojan Blood, 

Or trace his Fathers from Deucalion's Flood "= 
But dare not here thy worthleſs Praiſe beſtow ; 


And leave the Task to Concxeve or to Rows. 


The God commands, and with diſſembled Pain, 
[try to leave, but find the Tryal vain; 
For ſpite of all that I can think, or ſee, 


My Song, ſtill, Appisox, returns to Thee. 


If wanting Matter, and to write inclin'd, . . 


Immortal CHuxchir's Deeds I call to mind; 


— . Ag es ** 22 * 2 — 
— — — - — —— 


[6] 


Thy great CAMPAIGN, which will to Future Time; 


Convey the Chief, in ever-living Rhymes 
When Helms, and Spears, and Shields, ſhall Bub! in 


[Ruſt 
And Blenheim's glorious Fabrick ſhall be Duſt. 


* 


or ſhould the Love of Fame ſo far prevail, 


To make me venture on ſome mournful Tale; 


Io pen Five Acts, and, rul'd by 7 ragic Laws, 


In fwelling N umbers court the Town's Applauſe; 


To form my Poem by ſome Finiſh'd Piece, 


In vain T ranſack all the Wits of Greece; 


In vain on Celebrated Moderns pore, | 


And Gallic Muſes, who the Buskin wore : 5 


Tboſe are too Dry, 1 find, too Taſtleſs Theſe, 


And only Caro, can wy Fancy pleaſe. 


Here Bossu's Rules are m int With SHAK ESP EAN-õ Fire 


And Criticks rage, becauſe They muſt Admire. 


dt. 


ESE 
, y wand'ring Eyes (ſuch Energy is there) 

ire fixt on BooTH, and quite acgle& the Fair: 
of riſing Paſſions J let looſe the Rein, 

Rui And weep the Wrongs of Rome in Drury-Lane. 


Perhaps, I ſtretch upon a bolder Wing, 
And venture at the Praiſe of Britain's KIN G; 
or SexxsER's nobleſt Numbers I peruſe; 
Or cull ſweet Praiſe fromW at LER's gentler Muſe ; 
That Godlike GEORGE may his long RAcx out- 
GCEOR G E, the Great Promiſe of our Sax0z NY | 


Still all T write, whilſt on their Steps I tread, 


auſe 


Has of ELIZa, or of CuARl Es peen ſaid. 


Thy Song to TID) ſtrikes my raviſh'd Ear; 
[ view His Picture, and Thy Verſe I hear: 

s Fire And like ſome Waſp, that robs the Gen'rous Bee, 

The Monarch form, by KNELLER, and by THEE, 

p hus, 


[8] 


Thus, facred Bard, I keep Thee ſtill in View, 


| Whatever Task my roving Thoughts perſue, 1 

From Thee I Copy each Imperfect Line, * 
And by Thy great Original, Deſign. 

| So pregnant Brides, to yield a lovely Race, A 

| Before their Eyes ſome Beauteous Pattern place: q 

| Their ſtrong Deſires great Nature's Hand controul, - 

| And fix that Image in the forming Soul. N 


- Why ſtrives my Muſe to raiſe her humble Voice? 

Why to ſuch Lofty Themes directs her Choice? 

On feeble Pinions can ſhe hope to fly, : 
And after ſoaring Swans, attempt the Sky ? 


V 
V 
*Tis fruitleſs all! fond Maid, renounce thy Pride, I v 
| | Creep in the Crowd, or lay thy Lute aſide; F 

|; 


To ſome Low Subject tune thy Lowly Song, 


And fear to mingle in the Sacred Throng, 


. | 


[9] 


An Age there was (nor has it long been fled) 
When Roman Elegance and Arts lay dead; 
When great Minzxva her loft Empire wept, 
And all th* eAonian Maids, forgotten, ſlept. 
Then Courts approv'd what ev'ry Blockhead writ | 
For Rhyme and Jingle, were the Teſt of Wit : 
No Poet had Two Grains of Senſe in Store, 


Nor one MxcENAs of that Age had more. 


What Glorious Monarchs oft our Scepter ſway'd, 
Whoſe Deeds to future Times were unconvey*d ! 
What Saxon Heroes in Oblivion lye ! 
what Chiefs, that way'd their Norman Banners high 
For want of Bards, and ſound Immortal Strain; 


And loud I hear them groan from their Ehſian Plain. 


17. C TR 


And hoodwink'd Error flies beyond the Main, |} V 


[wo] 


B 


Then Ignorance in Pomp exalted fat, | 


And with Lay-Plunder ſluggiſn Prieſts grew fat; Nb. 


AR 
A\ 


No Muſes ſoar'd above their feeble Wing, 
Orquench'd their Drought from the Caſtalian Spring 
No Bavius trembled, and no Critick hiſsd; 
For Dulneſs hung an Univerſal Miſt : 14 
J tog, might then my Harp have boldly ſtrung, To 


And, not un- noted, in the Crowd have ſung, Wi 


By flow Degrees at laſt, thro' tedious Night, I 
A Dawn of Learning ſhat its Infant Light; W 
The Chains of Rowe indignant Britain broke, W 
And her Free Sons ſhook off the Bigot Yoke: BY 
Arts and good Senſe their long-loſt Thrones regain, If"! 


[ Lt ] 


But this fair Sun-ſhine was again 0"et-caft: 
hen Britains Royal Virgin breath'd her laſt: 
Reign of Envy, and of Sloth ſucceeds; 


| fat; 
pring AVW Axs riſes, and a RALEIOH bleeds! 


And ite there Monarchs yet, who, cha rm'd by Senſe) 
Tohumble Merit ſhall their Gifts diſpenſe? 
Who dare exalt, in ſpite of Euvy's Cloud, 
The Learned, and the Good, above the Crowd? 
In vain J ſearch the long Records of Thoſe, 


Who ſprang from RoLLo, or from WoDEN role ; 


ce, Who graſp? d the Battle-Axe, or ſhook the Lance 
Who conquer'd Britain, or were fear d in France; 
zin, dince Ancient EBER T's Days, I find but ONE, 
Who ſhines on Virtue, like a conftant Sun: 
Thou, GEORGE, art HE! for whom! oh 8 
(Serings, | 
Of Men the Model, as the Pride of Kings : 


But | | 0 2 Bold 


Wiſe, like Great Tupox ; like Great NAssau, Brave 


—— u— nes 
1 * 


] Claim'd by the State, Thy Muſe muſt try no more if 


[ 12 ] 
Bold to Subdue, and Merciful to Save, 
Forgive me, ADDISON that thus 1 ſtray, 


A while by BRUNS WIC Es Virtues call'd away; 


Forgive the Voice, that conſecrates to Fame, 


The Mighty Souree from whence Thy Honours came, 
Thou, too, wouldſt ſing; but, ah! the Publick Wal 
Forbids th' Endeavour, and reſtrains Thy Zeal: 


Her Gen' rous Wing, nor Warble as before. 


Nor art Thou ſilent, mighty Bard, alone; 
(Whoſe Fame extends o'er all the Temp' rate Zone; 
Far as the diſtant Latian Realms renown'd, 0 


Where oer Thy Feet have trod Thy ClaffickGround) Mn 


The 


[18]; 
Ie Muſes Toil by Buſineſs is deſtroy'd, 
a ſcarce One Loyal Pen lies un-imploy'd. 


rave, LIPS and TiCXELL drop their uſeleſs Lyres: : 

ATONA'S Son no more his Gx TR inſpires ; 

Au T's noble Strains u more the Bard confeſs, 
way, Wc loſe his Nabe tho his Art we bleſs. 

Ah! who ſhall then; amidſt this Dearthof Rhymes, 
onvey. Great Coweex's Name to future Times? 

Ir, PARKER, on T hy Worth due Praiſe beſtow ; 


ame, 
Weal 
wore PARKER | ASTRAA'S Subſtitute below. 

What youthful Voice, in ever-living Verſe, | 
EWCASTLE's blooming Glories ſhall rehearſe ? 
hall After-Ages only read in Proſe, 

ne; low brave Capocan, or how STANHOPE roſe ? 
ow SPENCER labours for the State again; 


und) BAnd BERKLEY graſps the Trident of the Main? 


The But 


T4] 
But what avails it, O ye Noble Pair! * 


That your high Worth becomes your Monarch ) oe 
[ Car 


Fame, Honour, wealth, are an Exchange too poor, 
For thoſe Fair Brides You loft, and we muſt ſing nec; 


more 
but 


Thus Whillt Imperial B RU NSWICK beirstl zinc 
Who calls out Merit to the Face of Day ; a 
Who juſtly knows on Virtue's Side t emboſs, I 8. 
The Engliſh, or the Scottiſh Champion's Eroſs; Uri. 
Secure of laſting Peace let Britain ſtand. Pee 


Nor fear the rugged Goth's Barbarian Hand: I, 
Superior in Her Self, She ſhall controut 
The Rage and Millions of the Frozen Pole : Y 


No hoſtile Keel ſhall touch her ſacred Coaſt, 


Whilſt Lea yang — her State, and Conqueſt leadſyn 
| Ther He 


NCt 


well is the Loſs repair'd, we felt of late; * 


When our lov'd HALIAx reſign'd to Fate: ni 


(15 ] 


r when each Orphan Muſe, with Grief unfeign'd, 
) gentle Somers ! o'er Thy Urn complain'd. 

x ſhall the Siſters longer now repine, 

Wccauſe no Kind, Auſpicious Monarchs ſhine; 

ut fill with juſt Applauſe the vaulted Sky, 


Wince Thou, their Aopison, art rais'd ſo high. 


80 ſmil'd the Muſes, when in Days of Yore, 
Their Great ITAL1cus the Purple wore, 
decreed Rome's Conſul by the Senate's Voice; 


7hill all the conquer*d Globe approv'd the Choice. 


Ye ſlothful Bards, who careleſs of the Bays, 


Near Cam, or Ij6s, waſte your Droniſh Days ; 


1 Whoſe Youths miſpent, inglorious fleet away, 

Peneath ſome plodding BznTLEY's Tyrant Sway, 
xe what, Renown a Glorious Muſe may claim, 
ind learn to buſtle in the Race of Fame. 


Let 


16] 


Let abje& Theincs 1 more employ your Lays, Th 
A Coxcomb's Merit, or a Pedant's Praiſe : | Shs 
For nobler Flights now prune your Gen'rous Wing Yo 


And tune your Harps to Heroes and to Kings. _ 


Obſerve, and may it ſet your Souls on Fire, Sh 
How Hats Ax did firſt to Praiſe aſpire ; W 
By CHARLES how cheriſh'd, and by WILLIAM rast Tl 
With full Meridian Light, his Virtue blaz d: || H. 


Then to Great BRUNSWICK Glorious 4 * 
[ come dom 

Who gives new Luſtre to the Britiſh Crown; 

See Merit tow? ring tow'rds her Skies again, 
For ApDprsoN is now, what Hartirax was then. M 
"if 0 
Nor vainly Uread, that in the Monarch's Cour 0 
Tour noble strains ſhall be ſome Blockhead's Spo U 
1 


That Court, in vhich are undiſtinguiſh'd ſeen 


The Pearly Coronet, and Laurel Green: 


[17] 


The Stateſman here to Bards'a Friend confeſt, 

shall make each noble Muſe a welcome Gueſt : 

Your gentle AppizoN ſhall hold you dear, 

And praiſe your Numbers in His Maſter's Ear: 

Nor App1soN alone, to Merit juſt, 

Shall raiſe your Hopes, your Fortunes from the Puſt, 
Warwicx Himſelf (if Poets can foreſee) 


That blooming Peer, ſhall your MxceNas be: 


rast 


He too, perhaps, ſhall feel the Sacred Rage, 
And prove the Doxser of the future Age. 


Me, deeply ſmit with fierce Bz.LON A's Charms, - 
en. Mean while, New Wars may call again to Arms; 
or where Buctxe extends young AusTRrIA'S Reign, 
Or where high Calpe bounds th Heſperian Main; 
Untaught to mingle in the Sacred Throng, 


To Arts a Stranger, and unfit for Song, 


V What 


C18]. 


What tho? near Cam I touch'd the Vocal Shell, 
And taſted whilom of the Sacred Well; 
By great Examples, was like others, fir'd, 
And, mix'd with happier Bards, to Praiſe aſpird; 
My Hopes were equal, and the ſame my Pride; 
But ſoon my tuneleſs Harp was laid afide. 
Nor ſhalt Thou then (fo vain I dare not be) a) 
Vouchſafe, O ApprsoNn'! to ſhine on Me; 
| Tho? long intreated, and tho? oft perſu'd : 
Too Poor my Fancy, and my Verſe too Rude! 
51 wie :* but, ah! the Muſes quickly ſee, 
I cannot ſtand the Teſt of Light, or Tee: 
The Muſes ſee, * check my Pride aloud, . 
And bid Me miogle with th? ignobler Crowd. 


| ; \ 


@ the proud Eagles, Miniſters of Jovs, | 


Þ ys choir Byries in ſome lofty Grove; / 


the Sun's Glorious Beams, are wont to try 


Bl Nei unfledg'd Young and if they Wink, they Dye. 
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